
BRETHREN EVANGELIST 

a Saviour ! The advent of a Deliverer ! 
The coming of an Emancipator ! The 
•birth of Jesus ! Why not rejoice ? It is 
a day when the world's salvation was 
made possible. 

The angelic hosts undoubtedly sang, 
for they were heard praising God and 
saying, "glory to God in the highest." 
"I bring you good tidings of great joy." 
We should be happy and joyful in the 
worship of Jesus. 

We ought to be found in Christ-mass 
equals Christ-worship, on this day. Think- 
ing about Jesus. Reading about him. 
Trying to obey him. Serving him glad- 
ly from the heart, singing and making 
a pleasing melody in our hearts unto the 
Lord. 

What does Christmas mean to you, 
dear reader ? 

Is it a day of holy living ? Is it a day 
of joyous possession of Jesus as your 
Saviour and Redeemer and Deliverer ? 
Are you found in him ? Does this day 
mean "nearer to God ?" Will you be 
found in the worship of your God, doing 
his bidding and help the weak, the sick, 
the poor, the lame, the blind, the over- 
burdened ones and assisting a poor way- 
ward sinner to embrace this loving Je- 
sus ? "Glory to God in the highest." 
"Peace on earth" "good will to man." 
Kind reader, what does Christmas mean 
to you ? It may mean to you a Saviour, 
does it ? You can make it to be deliv- 
erance.    Will you do it ? 

A CHRISTMAS THOUGHT 

CLARA  A.   MILLER 

"It is the Christmas time : 
And up and down 'twixt heaven and earth, 

The shining angels climb " 

It was night in the city of David. Ma- 
ry and Joseph—a humble pair, tho with 
the blood of kings in their veins—were 
forced by the imperial decree of Caesar 
Augustus to enroll themselves in the city 
of their fathers. Weary after their 
journey of nearly a hundred miles, they 
found no other shelter than that which 
was afforded the beasts of burden. 

The sojourners had sought their rest. 
The little town after the busy day was 
peaceful and quiet. On the hills of 
Judea the white flocks were sleeping. 
At length the black window shutters of 
the night were opened and the midnight 
gloom brightened into midday splendor. 
A child lay in the manger—the only 
cradle for the Son of God ! Love and 
pity had led down from heaven the 
Father's richest gift to the world to 
teach man how to live and how to die. 

It is not in the happy times when all 
is gladness and sunshine that we know 
the value of our loving Friend. But 
when the clouds shut out the sky, and 
the little birds that sing in the bower 
when the sun shines go to their nests, 
we want to feel the Everlasting Arms 
about us.    Thus, it is in the quiet hour 

amid the darkness of sorrow and despair 
that we receive a holy benediction and 
the richest blessings when kneeling at 
the feet of Jesus. In the night-time of 
the soul angels speak to men. No irid- 
escent rainbow can span the skies with- 
out rain and clouds. Were it not for 
the darkness we could not see the stars. 
The day reveals only one sun ; the night 
brings forth a countless number. Free- 
dom is best realized behind the prison 
bars. The cruel frost must come nipp- 
ing the buds and corrupting the embryo 
leaves before we can enjoy the happiest 
season of the year—the birthday of our 
Lord. When the soul enwrapped in 
darkness, like a Bethlehem folded in the 
arms of night, God speaks to us in lov- 
ing words and ofttimes grants us his 
richest gift. 

"Joy to the world, 
The Lord has come ; 

Let earth receive her King 1" , 

HOW (JOD ANSWERS 

GEO.   S.   GRIM 

God frequently answers our prayers 
by giving us not what we ask or desire, 
but what we really need. Paul prayed 
three times that the thorn in the flesh 
might depart from him ; but in spite of 
his prayers the thorn remained, and he 
got this answer: "My grace is sufficient 
for thee." He was not relieved of the 
messenger of satan, to buffet him, but 
he was enabled to bear it with Christian 
composure, which was a far greater and 
better blessing to Paul. Let not the 
follower of Christ think because he fails 
to get just what he asks, that God does 
not hear him. The great design of 
prayer is not what we would like to have 
but to bring our souls into such a state 
of submission to God that we can say : 
"Thy will, and not mine be done. 

Louisville, O. 

Home Circle 
Christmas Daj 

The Christmas chimes are pealing high 
Beneath the solemn Christmas sky, 
And blowing winds their notes prolong, 
Like echoes from an angel's song ; 
"Good will and peace, peace and good will," 

Ring out the carols glad and gay, 
Telling the heavenly message still, 

That Christ the Lord was born today. 

In lowly hut and palace hall 
Peasant and king keep festival, 
And childhood wears a fairer guise, 
And tenderer shine all mothers eyes ; 
The aged man forgets his years, 

The mirthful heart is doubly gay, 
The sad are cheated of their tears, 

For Christ the Lord was born today. 
—Susan Coolidge, 

Mother and Child—A Divine Parable 
Before the Dresden Madonna all heads 

are instantly uncovered; in that presence 
universal human instinct recognizes not only 
a work of genius, but the holiest and high- 
est mystery of life.     The  immortal  mother 

with her immortal child in her arms seems, 
on that beautiful canvas, to show forth, as 
in a parable, the infinite love brooding over 
and encircling the finite life. In the human 
life of God there is nothing so wonderful as 
its complete union with man in all his expe 
riences. From the manger to the tomb God 
walked with men, and sounded all the depths 
of their suffering and compassed all the pos- 
sibilities of their growth. He was a son, a 
brother, and a friend, as well as a teacher 
and leader. As a little child, he lay in a 
human mother's arms, and she protected and 
cherished him as if she were God and he a 
helpless human child. 

Painters have poured out their genius in 
the endeavor to picture that marvelous cher 
ishing of the divine by the human ; but the 
mystery and the wonder of it are beyond the 
language of any art. It has often been said 
reverently that in the Trinity the divine need 
of an object of love and of the fellowship of 
of love is revealed ; may it not be said that 
in the immortal brooding of the human 
mother over the divine child God's need of 
man is disclosed as a parable ? The spirit- 
ual meaning of motherhood grows more 
clear as men grow wiser in knowledge and in 
experience ; the hour of birth is the most 

• wonderful moment in man's history; the love 
of the mother is the purest feeling which he 
knows ; the brooding of the mother over the 
child is the deepest image he has for God's 
care of man. Is there not, however, in this 
immortal parable of mother and child a 
deeper meaning ? 

When Christ was born of a human mother, 
lived in a human family, bore a man's bur- 
dens, did a man's work, and died a man's 
death, he so blended the divine and the hu- 
man that they are henceforth indivisible. 
Men knew before that they were the sons of 
God, but they did not know that they were 
as necessary to the fullness of his life and 
the satisfaction of his love as are children to 
human parents in a human household. 
There can be no home without children ; 
there may be love and purity and peace in 
the house ; but if there are no shouts of joy, 
no sound of eager feet, no hourly need of 
protection and care and guidance, no con- 
stant interchange of love and service, there 
can be no home. To a God whose name is 
Love could there be a heaven without the 
companionship of children ? Could the di- 
vine nature express itself if there were not 
children upon whom the wealth of its infinite 
tenderness could be poured ? Could Love 
reign alone in a silent universe ?—love that 
cannot be born until there is some one whom 
it can seek and by whom it can be returned? 

The fullness of life is in the pouring out 
of love in all manner of service, and the joy 
of life is in the returning tide of love, rising 
silently about the solitary spirit and as si- 
lently stealing into the innermost channels 
of its being. Could God be God if this in- 
terchange, which robs human life of. its 
loneliness and give it immortal beauty, were 
denied him ? Does he not need us as we 
need   him,   and   in  this deep necessity does 


